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N aged man, with eves deep set and keen, stood
heblnd the seats at the Polo Ground during the
last days of the pennant fight, watching the
Glants play.™ “Rube” Marquand, the pitching
sensation of the season, was in the box. The

crowd was cheering bim, for he bad just struck out

the side ' ]

No ope pald any attention to the aged man, whose
legs were somewhat unsteady snd with which a cane
collaboratedl. He stood alome. At last another, whosa
bair was white, came up, looked at the first closely
for a minute, and then:—

“Hello, Jeems! 1 wasa't sure It was yon"

“Hello, John! That Marquard Is a great pitcher.”

James Mutrie, the winner of two pennants for the
Glants as thel? manager, had ridden out to the Polo
Ground on the elevated unnoticed and had filtered Into
the grounds unsung. Yet there was a time when he
could not bave gone anFwhere In New York without
one man nudging another and whispering:—

“Mutric. Smiling Jeoms.™

So-it i with Johm MeGraw now. He enters a café,
ond a huch settles while every ons present stands with
ears strained to eatch & word of his eonversation In
the hope that & pearl of baseball wisdom may be

plcked up. He cannot go anywhere without belng
known. 80 It was with Mutrle fn the Iate eighties.
Yel he went to the Polo Ground that day and the

keeper of the press gate questioned his right to enter
his own bome unill Arthur Bell, of Mutrie’s time and
now ewployed at the Polo Greund, gave the custodiag
of the entrance the “tip" that it wans sll right to let Io
the famous old manager.

Alr. Mutrie was of the time wben the ball players
waore mustoches and Burnsides and talked about the
pitcber throwing an underhand ball. Look at the old
pletares of teams of his day, and all the players have
ficlal decorations of sote sort. This s the age of
‘lean shaven ball players. Not a single whisker in
the blg leagues right now. The famous mustache of
John Titus, of Philad: ®nix, was the last, and now It,

has gune

T, it in ‘s day there ware men
In the gawne whom ou  w.id Dever know from Jus-
tice Hughes

Yer In spite of this difference lo the style of wear-

Ing the whiskere Mr. Mutrie—for the sake of old
mes let's co Lim “Smiling Jeemua"—says that the
useball of to-day 1s vo better than that piaved in his
ime, and then he prodoces data to show that it {sn't.
¢ pltchiog may be n linie better to-dar,™ he re-
conceded ns he watched Margquand knock

puple

€ men by the strike out route, “but
ling and balting 1 think are not as good.
1king of eatchers, there was ‘Buck” Ewing, the
 stood on =pikes behind the bat,

And Mr
toe r-I-‘n-unr MEmaOry
decorste the face of a resident of Boston when he Is
poem which touches the spot

Mutrie’s face was wweathed in smiles at
the same sort of smiles that

reading a

at “Bauck’ and how he Could throw,”
mused “Smiling Jeems.”

When a ball player says “that Christy Mathewson™
or “that ‘Bock” Ewing.” it s the highest nosaible trib-
ate to ablillfy

“And where are the batters of the old days?" asked
Mr. Muotrie, with a purely interrogative tings to bis
tone.  “Where are the Broutherses, and the Rowes,
and the Whites, who used to be the carpenters” de-
tights, tearing dowa the fences® There are not any
slugeers pinying ball to«day like those, men. Cobb, and
Lajole, and Wagner are great hitters, but ther are
not the wallopers that the old tlners were."

Ewing.

arranged. 1 hired John Ward to plich for me at the
great salary of 425 a week. He worked In one game
and his arm went bad. Pltchers weren't the pampered
prims donpas then that they are now, and it wasn't
the fashion for thelr arms to go bad, so 1 red Ward.

“We played for the State championship in 1881, and
In 1882 I got 'Tim' Keefe, Holbert and Roseman.
That 'Tim" Keefe was a grand ball player, and he
was responsible for my winoing the League Alllance
champlonship that year, Next season the Mets Jolned
the American Association and In 1884 we won Lhat
pennant.

“When I bad planned out the ground with John B.

!

AMOS RUSIE
Day, be said to me:—'Jim, you've got too much grand
stand. You'll never fill the'\seats.’ .

“And we filled them the first day and had a crowd
on the field hwsldes The next thing we had to do was
ta bulld some more stands, aud maybe that didn’t
please me.”

“Smiling Jeems" bad to interrupt bimself at this

“SMILING JEEMS’
FATHER OF THE GIANTS

ANAGER of Pennant Winrters of Yore, Viewing a Game at the Polo Ground, Recalls Famous Men of Oldtime Baseball

polnt to Indulge In an almost bolsterous gnicker at
bis success. And yet bere he was watching the very
club be founded, playlog ball, unsung.

Origin of the Name “Giants.”

“Meanwhile,” continued the old manager, “Jobn B.
Day and 1 got together and we formed the New York
team of the Natlonal League, now ‘be Glants,” and
he wayved his hand at the team playing.

“Ever hear bow they happened to be called the
Giants? No? Well, 1 named them one day. The
boys were all tall in those days, becsuse most of them
were sluggers, abd they dMin't go in so muech for
speedy players then, Ther wete winning, and ]
looked out at them and sald:—They're glants in
plaring and stature, too."

“Somebody took It up, and they bave been known

JAMES MUTRIE

as the Giants ever since. And say, speaking of the
old fellows like Keefe and Tiernan, {t seems good to
be getting & few old Irish names luto the leagues
agaln like O"Toole and O'Brien. I'm not knocking
these players of to-day, you understand, but #'s ofF
private opinion that it hurts the game to bave so
many ~“ Frenchmen and Swedes and Germans and
Cubans an the clubs, and I look to see these men with
the good old names with the Emereid Isle ring to
them bolster it up.

“As goon as we bad arranged 1o get the New York
club I got right after the Troy players and brought

MU

most of them back with me, in spite of the fact that
the town was infested with rival managers and agents
at the time. Among those 1 got were Connor, Welch,
Glllespie and ‘Buck’ Ewing. My next job was to
transfer Keefe and Bsterbrook to the New York club,
a8 they were supposed to be with the Mets. 1.got
them under my wing that winter and took them om
a pleasure trip to Bermuda and kept them there until
they signed contracts. For this bt of baseball
strategy 1 wns suspended from the American Asso-
clation and fined $500."

Bo it will be seen that Jennings and McGraw and
[ P

X
"BUCK" EWING
Phote | Weoa

“TIM™ KEEFE

s
Chance did not invent all the tricks of the trade,
Mutrie was there or around with a Uttle wisdom in
his time.
“l1 bad a very busy time after I took the New York
L Club” snid Mr. Motrle, “for bageball was not the rose
strewn path in those days that it i now. [ remnember

Tenny, Ames and Ford, @omic Rartoonists of the Bid Leadues.

T disenssing the efency of the drop ball

That sounds like the good old days' thome.” when pltehiod to one German representative of

“And I'd e n fine ball player If 1 were not losal to Pittshurg. Hans Wagner; not dilating on the
wy thoe! 1 admit that baseball is on a better hasis intriuskc valne of the fadeaway when banded
now and the crowds are more Jocrative, but T don't Sherwood Magee In a pinch, pot discoursing
t ¥ the playing bes improved any. Why, ih my ou the Athletles” winning of the world's champlonship,
e, seven {housand persons made up an esormous that all absorbing tople to outsiders, Fred Tenney,
crowd. I remember when 1 first eame to New York Jobhn. alias “Chief,” Meyers, and Leon, aliss “Red,”
and wanied to put o ball elnb in here. Ames, stousd before a pleture at an exhibition a shotrt

“*You can't do {t.' said every one; ‘the gamblers tIme ago pointing out Its strobng and weak features
will spoil It, and you can’t meke it go. The incident goes to show thut baseball players

Outguessing the Pessimists.

do oot always ik “shop™ while off the Held. a babit

“I made up my miod to oiguess those propbets of attribuled to actors. They have other interests and
evil, and I wore out shoe leather walking up and ©ther thoughts besides the uumber of bases that
i this town trying to get backers. Ther ail ~ Eddie” Collius stole last acason or the exmet cor-

1 a1 me and wanted to appolnt an Insanlty
i Laughed at me!” echoed 2miling Jeems,
Iy op and down the grand stand in splite
ex-barse in his legs, and indignant at the
“They laughed at me then. And look at
([ in this town to-day—and I started it.”
ail you finally get to back you?'

B, Day, and T put the Mets In this town In
1 one hundred and eighty-elght games
that 1 got an optlon on the old Polo Ground at

Fifth avenue and 110th street and then went to Wash-
fngton apd hired most of the Hop Ritter team, In-
ciuding Kemedy, ‘Hugh' Daily, *Steve’ Brady, Nelson,
Lewis, Say and Muidoon. I arranged three ganies with
Ihe Natisnals, of Washington, at the Polo Ground, and
for the first one thers were two thousand persons
it to see us play. Thut was a monster crowd then,
and we were all surprised at it. 1 bad my men out
there, but the “'ﬂ.hllirl‘}&'n tenm falled to show up,
sod the spectators began to gt after me,

“Throw him over the fence!™ yelled one man, and
He rest needed no further inspiration. They started
down on the fleld after me, and I, having heard that
discretion was the better part of valor, hegan getting
across [he field as fast as my legs would carry me,
aud they bad mwore speed in them In those days than
they bave pow. The bunch was right at my heels, and
1 Just wade the box offied In time to shut the door and
lock it. 1 thought that they were golng to tear It
down, and yet 1 bated to give up any of the money,
s It was my Arst game,

“There were no telephones in those days, so that I
could not cull up and find cut what bad bappened to
‘be Washington club. Some fellow bad got a big
beam and had started to use it 28 & battering mm
Agrinst the ticket coop when I epened the window and
announced that | would pay the money back. I had
just given the first men his two bits when & shoug
went ypi—

* "Here Uy come

JIt may bave been u welcome sound when OF

rd the mailor at the mestbead cry Landl but I
that it idu't Bive the sweet weaning to bim that

Fear

bet
the

‘Here they come” had (p me. I closed dows the win-

Gow and the crowd rushed dack fo thelr seats.

pulenes of “Tx™ Cobb's batting average. A few of the
Lig leaguers are very good artlsts and have practised
their gift in & remunerative way ns a side Hoe~. The
most notable are “Fred” Tenney, managef of the Bos-
tou National League Club; Leon K. Ames, the pitcher
of the Giunts, and Russell Fora, the spitball sensation
of the Americnn Lengue and affilinted with the Yan-
kees. The Indian, Mesers, Is not an artist, but Is a
great stodent of art, end by reading coplously has
made himself a really competent ¢ritic.

Tenoey Is a great bome man and takes much
pleasure with bhis chllidren. “The loyal rooter Lady
B.” Is learning to draw and palnt just m‘ under her
father's instruction, and be says that she is a very
spt papll. .

Tenney as an Artist.

One spring. when Tenuey bad charge of the Bos-
ton elub before he came to the Glants as & resuit of
that big trade mn the winter of 1008, he went South as
the manager of the team, the secretary of the club,
an artist for one Boston newspaper and the travelling
correspondent for two others. All that Tenney had to
do on that trip was to get up at seven o'clock In the
mworning and take lls team out to the fleld on a jog
right after breakfnst, whers they would practice and
reliearse signs until noon, Then be wonld lead a run
back to the hotel for dinmer’ and, while the other
players were resting for a couple of bours, Tenney,
ihe artist, would get oot his dally sketch.

Next Tenney,. the manager, would lead the club
on 2 jog back to the park, where a game would be
played, and be would arrange signals, plan the club's

roungstérs the fine
supervise the play.

general style. teach a few of t{‘n
¥

polnts of the gume and
After the gume

*Bill" Lauder, the old Giant third baseman, snd rated
a8 one of the best men In the copntry until “Mauy™
hit him in the head In practice one morniug with a fast
one and made him *bat shy,” and “Dave™ Fultz, for-
merly of the Highlanders and now a praciising lawyer.
Tenney immedintely after leaving college became a
big leaguer and has been travelling In fast company

ever mince,

The ability to draw was born In him ke his base-
hall. He never studied In Paris or any of the other
big art centres, but he tried to put things down as they
appeared to him. Look at the skeich of Wiltse

Leon K. Ames, of Warren, Ohlo, s & different sort
of an artist. He pever tries to do any serious work,
but confiner himself to cartoons. Look at the above.

“Ido you expect that MeGraw will permit you
to retain your job after he gets a look at that?" Ames
was asked,

o It didn’t get It bafore this plece went 1o press.

“Mae gave me the idea for It

“Why don’t you draw a picture of McGraw a5 be
looks whenfemoving a plicher from the box ¥

“Ray, do you think I can druw moving pietures?

That's the kind of arfist Ames Ils—flippant
frothy, subtle, light. He is ratad as one of the hon
vivants back In Warren, (Milo, sud wheu he gets there
eaich fall he hos to teil them all about the Glants
That's where he learned to play bassball. out there,
and 8o they think that ther have a right to the “in-
side stuff™ of the blg league

Ames spends hours on the trips making sketches
of his fellow players. He I8 one of the Dest natured
perscns In the world, In splte of the jinx which he eon-
docted with him whenever e went into the pltcher's
box until he found that lucky necktie this fall, and
will as readily make you a pleture as a sweet girl
graduate will play the plano,

“I don't expeet to ever make my living by draw-
Ing.” admitted Ames, “but sometimes 1 thiak I might
after looking over the work of a few of the cartoanists

the newspapers. But then 1 sugpose. that a lot of
those artists believe they could squeeze n good salary
out of baseball after seeing we piteh sometimes.”

That is Ames the artist, nlways bubbling over
with good nature and laughing at himself. But still
be llkes and bonestly admires art, and whenever pos-
sible while oo the rond with the Giants visits gallerlea
and exhibitions, Ball players have gueer hobbies and
fancles and means to pass the time when travelling.

Russell Ford, of the Yankees, s a more’ serious
artist, refusing to have any of his work published un-
less Lie fecls thut it Is worthy of him. He says that
lie has to be In the mood for drawing, and, in spite of
the fact that he spent a whole day recently (n a valn
attempt to produce something worth while on short
notice for this story, he had to give it up ax & bad
Job until his artistic temperament got the inspiration.
He
I= a severy critlc of his own work, aind what might
bave been comsidersd worthy of publication by others
went the route to the waste basket under the severs
cemsorship of Mr. R. Ford, as Is evidenced by hh‘
note:—

“1 don't want to poae as a joke artist.™

That sounds the keynote of his sentiment. As a
spltball pltcher be ls no lnugh, and, now thar he
draws, he wants it to be as good as his pitchiog, which
is Indeed n high mark at which to shoot

Ford bas done some cartoons fer a paper In
Indisnapolis for regular money, and, to show (hat the
gift runs in the family, he a brother who is also
u very good artist. Russell m on afecog-
plzed leader of the modern school bimself If he had
not given so much attention to the devel of his
spit ball,

Russell Ford first languished in the limelight
when, with bis present battery wale, “Ed"” Sweeney,
he won the for the Atianta teanm, He nexg

FRAEL,

,but all at once he began hitting

when Tom Lynch was an umpire, and be was the
best one that ever lived. He was umpiring a close
game In New York one day aguinst Chicago, and a
runner started to steal second base. It looked from
the bench as If he had beea touched out, but Lynch
shouted, ‘Safe!

“The crowd started to throw anything that they .
could lay their hands on, and I was pretty sore about
it myself, as it cost us the game.

“'On the level, did you touch him? T asked Dan
Richardson when he came to the bench

“‘No. T missed him.’

*The crowd was stfll howling, and particularly the
bunch bebind our bench wantad to kill some one. I
went out In front and shouted:—He never touched
him, and mow, if you want to fight any one, chotse
me!

“They were crazy then and followed Lynch and me
off the fleld after we had lost the game. Finally Tom
turned and challenged any one of them. ‘I can't lick
all of you at once,' he shouted, ‘but any one of youl"

“The toughest time 1 ever had with a frowd was
In Kansas City whare all the butchers herded In those
days. We had been playing a close game and, In"the
ninth inning eoe of my men knocked the ball over the
fence five fest fair and won it for us. ‘Foul! Foull
shouted the butchers, who bad a lot of money bet on
the game.

“A New York man, ‘Phll' Powers, was the umpire,
and they were laying for him after the game. The
field was down in sort of a boie and we bad to ciimb
up some steps to get into the club bopu W dress.
A blg, husky fellow in his abirt sleeves was walting
for us at the head of the stairs and in his bands wan
n baseball bat, while on bis face was a look that
showed he was not keeping It for a souvenir. Beahind
us stormed the mob, %0 that & looked as if we were
golng to get It one way or another.

“‘I'm going up,” I said.

“iDon't go up,’ said Phil' Powers, ‘he’ll bratn yon.*

“I started up those steps wondering If I would
come down them feet Airst. When [ got near the top
1 stuck owt my hand to this big butcher and greeted
him with:—'How are you? How'd you ke the gams?

“He sheepishly shifted the bat to the other band
and s=hook with me. The rest of the players and
Powers followed up the stairs and we got into the
chab, but the crowd waited outside for us. I was the
first one to leave and they spotted me.

*‘There be Ix.' velled the big butcher with whom
1 had shaken hands, but who had had a relapse, and
they all started after me. One man hit me in the ear
with a lump of mud, and I made a ran for . That
was the toughest experience I ever had with a crowd.

“Rooting” Back in 1887.

“They didn't use to mot lo the old days the way
they do now! In 1887 I took the New York club to
Chicage, near the end of the season, and !f we had
won two out of three games we wounld have won the
championahip. The crowd came out with tin horus
and ratties and a Lrass band, aud L pever heard so
much nolse. It got my men all worked up and ex-
cited and we lost two out of the three gnmes and the
champlonship. That was the bheginning of rooting,
and from this Hine its psychologienl value was reals
jzed and managers began to use the erowds tu rattie
opposing  teams.

“l had pretty good lock in New York. [ won the
champlonsbip ln 1888 and 1889 and the world's cham-
pionship both thoss years. In 1888 | beat Brookliss
for the world’s champlonship and in 1880 1 beat Bt
Louls. I left the Giants in 1800,

“But T want to speak of one plicher,” declared Mr
Mutrie with a smile, “and I don't think that a better
one ever lived. His name was Amos Rusic, and weil
1 remember the deal that brought him to New York
John T. Brush owned the Indianupolls clab at the
time, nnd the New York team paid $25000 for five
players. They were Baswett, n third basemun: Buck-
ley, a catcher; Bogart, a right flelder, and Ginsscock, a
shortstop, besides Rnsie. The people laughed when
that dicker was made, but what price would a wan
ke Rusie bring now?

“To watch my leg actlon now ¥vou would pever
think 1 was a pedestrisn, would you? asked “Smil-
Ing Jeems" “but whilr 1 was in New Hadfond some
one sent a comuoumicalien to the papers as a joke and
signed my name to It offering to walk anybody for
the champlonship of Bristol eounty. 1 was pestered
to death with a lot of challeoges and finally made
A match with a man named Walker to walk him »
race of one hundred miles. His name abould bave
been ctiough to seare me, bot he gave out In the
cighty-seventh wile snd 1 won. Then 1 defeatad
Bill Hawes and McGunnigie on the tmack. Lew
Brown, of the Boston team, thought that be was s
walker, and he challenged me to n mateh. A fallow
nawed ‘Curry’ Foley came down with Brown as his
tralner, bt Lew refused to obey his orders and in-
slated on eating apple ple just before the mce. The
resuit was a bad defeat for Browa, and he had to quit
in the twenty-third mile.

“This made Foley wild, for he hlamed the ple, and
he offered to take up the race where Brown leff off.
‘Come on,' I said, and Foley started td'race me. ' He
gave It up after seventeen miles, and the next
e stopped was on A cot. He was lying on.
xoaking his sore feet in hot water to
blisters on them when some one handed
gram, the sender thinking that be was still
track. The telegram read:—

“ *Stick to it, Foley, stek to It

“*Yes, by ginger, T'll stick to it declared Foley,
‘1'll stick to this cot,' and he did for two wesks.

“What! A little of my early baseball eareer?
was bogg in Chelsea, Mass., and am sixty-aix vears old,
My fatllér was a SBcotchman and my mother a Yankee.
I played cricket a good deal when 1 was a boy, but up
fo the time that I was sixteen I had never touched a
baseball. Bome of the boys who had seen me play
cricket invited me to jo'n a ball club about this
which was 1870, and the name of the first club I
played with was the Dreadnaughts of Chelses.
bad not thought at that time of making baseball my
profession. In 1875 I became a professional and thok
charge of the Lewiston (Me.) team, where [ startsd
cateh the first game. A fellow named *
bhan was pltching, and I tried to stop a
didn't have upholsteyy for the her in
ond doormat gloves, and 1 stopped that foul ti
my collar bone, It give way. So I spent the
the season umpiring with my arm io a sling.

“1 weni to Fall River the n?-t season and got §60
wonth. 1 played shortstop there, having tired
catching, It was while at Fall River I brought
George Gore, and there ls one achlevement of
I am proud. Gore was a big, raw boned countrymas
from Sacearappa, Me., and the first part his
had been spent with the Portland cﬁ:
him $10 a mounth, and he conld not i
salary get away from him. At first
the ball
the flelders moved back to the fence,
mpst of
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